WEEPING BEAUTY
Visakha, my dear city of destiny
Surrounded by Yarada hill on the South
Circumspected by Kailasa hill from the North
Sprawling like a bowl thickened with gardens
Connecting the Far-East through the Bay
And the Pacific leading to Atlantic-Arctic region
Sparkling like a jewel on the East Indies
Echoeing like the resonant calypso of the West Indies
The cool breeze wishing the dozing denizens by and t
All seasons merging into a memorable spring
The blue sea adorned with majestic ships
Sprinkling colours across the oceanic ripples
The silvery reflective beaches subsisted by
Aborigin shrubs as blots hither and thither
Demurring the vision with deflective slur
The moonlit ripped by the sodium vapour lamps
The grey-white sand dunes camouflaged by
Artificial islands of architectural structures
The native tribes overtaken by commercial eagles
The overflowing industrial stink with toxic chemicals
Added by the open drainage with densified pollutants
Slums emerging like stains of eczema all over
Human animals strutting like rats and rakes
O... my distorted city of destiny, Vizag
The vicissitudinal topological landscape spectrum
Was inundated by the ravaged cultural ghettoes
The greenish environs supplanted by artificial creations
Hypocrisy abound creeping into the lake of serenity
My pearl Waltair, under the protective natural cover
Is unfolding to vested interest with whopping tears